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MEANWHILE

from all the ends of the earth to make them grow here together!
The industry of it! The ways of man 1 Hardly a thing on earth
nowadays stays where God put it.5
'If God did put it,' said Mrs. Rylands.
6 A manner of speaking,' said Mrs. McManus. 'There's that big
lovely purple spike thing you say came from Australia. No, I'll
not attempt to learn the name of it. Such things cumber the
mind. It's standing up there like a regiment among the rocks with
all its bells open, ranks and ranks of it - waiting for insects that
are all round the world away. No one ever brought over the
insects it was made for. You may say it is botany and science
bringing it here, but I can't help feeling it's taking advantage of
a flower that hadn't the power to help itself. It's making all the
summer one long First of April for it bringing it here. Day after
day, more of these bells. Open for nothing.
c It's like calling Caller Herrin' in the wilderness of the moon/
said Mrs. McManus.
Mrs. Rylands saw her lovely garden from a new angle.
c Hundreds and hundreds of workmen it must have taken from
first to last. I wonder what they thought they were doing when
they made it. Anyhow - it's a very good place, what with the sea
breezes, for you to be having your baby in.'
Mrs. McManus went off at a tangent. "That butler of yours is
a fine looking fellow and well set up. I doubt if Mr. Ramsay
MacDonald has finer moustaches. It's a mercy he's so wrapped
up in himself. He'd be a Holy Terror with the maids if he
wasn't.'
Perfectly true. But no one had ever remarked it before.
She regretted Philip wasn't available. 'I'm no friend to
separating husband and wife when there's a baby coming. Some
people nowadays have a perfect fad for keeping them apart, just
as though they were animals. But men are not animals in such
respects and wives need to be comforted. Of course if he had to
go back for the coal strike there's nothing more to be said. It's a
pity.'
She explained that she did not propose to walk about with her
patient more than was necessary. 'You've got your thoughts,' she
said, c and I have mine. I see you're carrying a little green book
about to write in. I needn't chew the newspaper to make talk for
you, thank goodness. The work I've had to do at times! But you
don't want that. I'll hover. I'll just hover. You'll find I'll always